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And he handed over the envelope.
A quarter of an hour after Champcenais had left, Des-boulmiers got up and asked :
" What about making a move ? "
But for the last few minutes Satnmecaud had been indulging in a day-dream of a rather unusual kind. It had acquired consistency in proportion as the conversation lost interest. Out of a kind of feeling that it was the right thing to do while their associate was absent, they had dropped the question of Gurau almost at once, and started exchanging remarks about modern furniture, of which they had some provocative examples before their eyes.
Satnmecaud, whom the problems of decorative art did not interest in the least, agreed with what Desboulmiers said, without paying much attention to it. He found himself thinking about Mme de Champcenais. Perhaps it was because of a very slight perfume of eau-de-Cologne which was wafted through the apartment or because of a distant sound of running water.
" She is making her toilet.** Never before had he tihought about Mme de Champcenais making her toilet. Never before, for that matter, so far as he could remember, had he been in that apartment so early in the morning. He had known the family for a dozen years. He was on familiar terms with the husband. He had seen the freshness of early youth in the wife bloom and merge into a delightful beginning of middle age. He had desired her more than once, but he had not pressed his suit. A few compliments, • a little more emphatic than usual on certain evenings, after a capital dinner; a few loving looks ; but nothing which exceeded that permitted licence for which the atmosphere of a party is responsible and which dissolves along with it.
" She is in her bathroom or in her bedroom. She is moving about between one and the other. How intimate, how indecent, how soothing, that sound of running water is ! Desboulmiers doesn't even hear it. I am listening to it just as one peeps round a curtain. A friend's wife. One has certain rights, of which I have not made the most. A store

